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WIMil...MAN.SIZII 

D«eign ahows cowboys 
In corral-ridlns. roping. 
brandlnfT ! Faat c(*lor. so 
n'l fader 
Special alter' Only 
25r and one label from 
"Rocky'" Lane's favorite 
malted milk. It'seaey to 
make delicious. nourtBh- 
ins C«.m«Uoii Malteda 
at Home . 80 hurry! 
0«t « Jar of Carnation 
Malted Milk and send 
for your "Rocky" LariB 
Bandana today! 
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FfzoM veaefiGe wcks of 

^^M>^CCI^ ^^^^ 



• No mensy to ••nd In. 

• Vm MT ywr rfbowta* maik wtiM 
Mmn bwr> KvOeag** Com PMm. 

• |<m-MlI«ct-rrad«-al 
6 IRAND-NEW MASKSI 

OH, BOY-FUN FOR HALLOWEEN OR ANY- 
T1MEI MYSTiRYl EXCITEMENT1 Drew up in 
disguise— fool your friend*. Giv« * coa- 
tume party, everybody wearing a difFarent 
"niNNT face" DiaOUlBB HASH froio the 
package backs of KeUogg"! Com Flakea. 
Be first in your neighboriiood to catch on 
to this Mwest fad. No mmi — y to pay or 
•and: ne waiting. Aak your Mom for 
Kdlogg's Corn Flakea bow. Your "funnt 
rxcB" DisoinsB mask b on the packagef 
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NESTER 




I^RED CAMMER ceined up sharply and 
stared at the door of his twii-room cabin. 
His big hands .trembled, li he had been asked 
whether that was caused by rage or fear, he 
couldn't have answered. 

"Combination," he might have drawled in hia 
WCJid-saving manner of speech. 

Fred sat tall in the saddle. His shoulders 
were broad, his lace bore a strong, rock-like 
*iaality, HIb hands were big and tough. He 
»ppcafed not to be the type of man who would 
■cars easily and yet, as he stared at his door, 
there was a second when ice gripped his heart. 

On that door was his death warrant. Nothing 
M crude and straightforward as a scrawled note, 
tut nevmheless a message thai spelled his doom 
At turety us if it had been printed In black 
Mnvrt ttn feet high. 

It WM there, a bird's nest, impaled against 
(ba door by a long-bladed knife. 

Fred Cammer sat still and looked at it. A 
flood of tmotioiia surged through his brain and 
bCkit. Tbm he had long expected It didn't ease 
tb* »hock. To him the message on the door 
(tad, "Kill the neater." 

"Like ft wreath !" he said aloud and hia 
ihouldcr* shook with mirthless, near-hysterical 
laughter. Then he leaped from his horse and 
tore the knife savagely from the door and hurled 
It to the ground. 

"Trouble, Fred?" asked a voice behind him. 
Kied turned. The U. S. Marshal, astride his 
big, white stallion, was looking down at him. 

Wordlessly, Fred pointed it the nest and 
knife on the ground. 

'■Notice to vaLate. ch?" said the Marshal 
gravely. "You aim to leave?" 

Fred shook hia head from side to side. 
"1 taw smoke in the sky. thought there might 
be trouble and rode on out." said the MarshaL 
• "Barn burned," responded Fred, 

"Know who did it? Want to make any 
charges?" asked the Marshal. 
Fifcd laughed, bitterly. 

His barn had been burned, his fences cut, 
tigfSSi u^mfied his corn. But he had ng 



proof of anything, nothing the law could help 
him with. 

The Marshal spoke again to the taciturn 
farmer. "Boy, I admire your courage, but 1 
won't say it's not downright foolish. True, 
you've got the law on your side, 1 know you 
have government papers that say this land is 
yours. I know you mind your own business 
and abide by the law. You're not hurting any- 
body. But cattlemen somehow just can't abide 
nesters and there are some mighty mean cattle- 
men sometimes." 

The lawman paused. He wasn't naming names, 
but Fred Cammer knew he was referring to 
Bradley Duke, the local beef baron, and his 
men. Bradley Duke was a gun-sllnging cattle 
king who had a reputation for killing anything 
or anybody who got in his way. Many a nester 
who'd tried to oppose him had become buzzard 
bait. 

"I won't ataiid for murder." continued the 
Marshal. ■Tl! clamp down on anybody, nester 
or cattleman, 1 find getting out of line, bat 
this is a mighty big country and sometimes 
murder is hard to prove. If you're determined 
to stay here. Ml do what I can for you, boy, 
but you're going to have to be ready to protect 
yourself. Be careful." 

'■Thanks." said Fred, grimly, as the Marshal 
turned his mount and rode away. 

Fred entered the cabin and threw himself oil 
his bunk, his hands behind his head. He stared 
at the rough hewn celling. A stranger might 
have thought this the gesture of despair; of a 
man who had given up who was lying down 
waiting for death to come and get him. But 
anyone who knew Fred Cammer would have 
known better. He was thinking. He was plan- 
ning. Hia body was relaxed, but his mind was 
active. No matter what the odds, Fred would 
go down fighting. 

As he stared at the ceiling, he tried to visual- 
i2c what Bradley Duke would do next. Dry 
gulching was the likeliest possibility. Some- 
where, hidden partially by a rock, a rifle would 
gleam. Then a bullet wrould drive into the back 
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of Pred'i head. That was tho pattern. That waa 
what waa b«li«ved to hava happened to other 
neatera. 

"Well, maybe I can beat Bradley Duke at 
his own game," thought Fred at last. He eased 
his lanky frame up from the bunk and left the 
cabin. 

Still lying in the corn patch where horsemen 
had knocked it over waa the partly broken 
frame of a scarecrow. It had been one of the 
firat things the nester had erected on his "farm." 

"Doesn't scare anything," he once explaiiied 
to tho Marshal, "but it's company." 

Carrying the scarecrow, he led his horse into 
a shed and started working. Presently he led 
the horse out again and, seated in the saddle, 
was a reasonably accurate facsimile of himself. 
Stuffed and padded and lashed to the saddle 
was a dummy in Fred's hat, shirt and pants. 

"From a distance it'll look all right," Fred 
told himself. He led his decoy through the 
gate and sent the obedient horse ambling down 
the trail toward town. Fred himself circled and 
clambered up rocks to the ledge overlooking 
the road. He carried a shotgun. 

As he neared the top he worked cautiously, 
making sure that no crumbled rock was dis- 
lodged by his footsteps. He found a crack be- 
tween two jutting rocks and peered cautiously 
through. He saw what he had anticipated. 
Lying low on a ledge not twenty feet away 
was Bradley Duke, his rifle barrel gleaming. 
Duke had his back to Fred, his eyes on the 
narrow trail. Off to the left a tiny cloud of dust 
was getting larger. Fred's faithful horse was 
coming along as scheduled, carrying the dummy. 

"The rat ! He wouldn't even give a man a 
fighting chance," thought Fred. 

"Here comes the nester, right on schedule." 
thought Duke. "How can these greenhorns be 
so dumb?" 

Fred made himself as comfortable as possible, 
keeping the shotgun ready. "As soon as he 
fires at the dummy, I'll have him dead to rights," 
he thought. He watched patiently. 

Presently the steady clop-clop of the horse 
could be heard and then Duke raised his gun a 
little, began taking careful aim. 

"Oh. no! Not that angle! Liable to hit the 
horse !" Fred was unaware he had spoken aloud. 

Duke whirled and fired. 



Despite a slug In his shoulder, Fred leaped 
and covered the several feet In two jump*. Hit 
big fist caught the side of Bradley Duke'a Jaw 
before the cattle king could thoot again. Jutt 
to make sure, Fred clammed hti other fiat 
against the man's nose. Duke sprawled on tha 
ledge, his rifle clattering on the rocks. 

"He was Aiming to murder me, all right, but I 
don't know whether I've got a case," mused 
Fred, aloud. 

"You've got a ease, all right," said a voice 
behind him. "I saw the whole thing." It was 
the Marshal. 

Not being as word-frugal as the nester, the 
Marshal readily explained that he, too, had 
figured out that Duke would probably try to 
dry gulch Fred. He admitted he had been sur- 
prised to discover Fred in the role of stalker 
rather than stalked. He said he had lain low 
in the rocks, awaiting developments, but had 
had his gun ready to prevent any kilUnfft. 

"There's no doubt," continued the Marshal, 
"but what I can get Bradley Duke convicted 
of attempted murder. It's an open and shut case 
and people around here have been getting a 
mite tired of his high-handed ways. He'll go 
to jail, all right," 

"That's good," said Fred. "Then maybe I 
can run my little spread in peace." 

"I doubt it," said the Marshal, dryly. "YouTl 
be in Jail, too." 

"What?" 

"There can be no doubt you were going to 
shoot Duke in the back if you hadn't got wor- 
ried and excited about your horse," said the 
lawman, pointing at Fred's shotgun. "Attempted 
murder's as bad for one as it is for another. 
I like you personally, boy, but the law's the law. 
You were aiming to shoot him and you'll go to 
Jail, too." 

Fred laughed. 

"What's so funny?" demanded the Marshal, 

"Look at my gun," suggested Fred. 

The Marshal did so. "Well, Til be hanged!" 
he exclaimed. "It's not loaded' Empty! Well, 
well. I guess you can't accuse a man of warm t 
to shoot somebody if his gun isn't even loaiied !" 

"No, I never wanted to shoot anybody,' 
agreed Fred. "I just want to live and let live," 
THE END 
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4021 NORTH RAPFORPWE. 
NORTH HOLLYWOOP, CALIF. 



HOWPY *PODHERS"- 

IT SURE IS SOOOJO VISIT WITH fiLL VOU FANS ASAIN. 
BLACK JACK ANP I CAN'T WAIT TILL POW-WOW TIME ROLLS 
AROUKP eSeR^ MONTH TD 6AV THANKS FOR ALL THE NICE 
LETTERS YOU'VE BEEM SENDING IN. IT MAKES US BOTH FEEL 
REAL MELLOW TO KWOW WE HAVE SO MANV FRIENP5. 

SAY. PARPS.IT SURE WABMEP MV HEART TO LEARN 
THAT A LOT OF VOU HfiVE USEFUL HOBBIES WHICH VCTU WORK 
nt.! iKJ vniic ePARE TIME- VOU KNOW, OUT ON THE RANCH 

mm '?rawH«w HAS aSv 5P«»e tme he ^oesn't just 

flROUNP AWHITTLIN'. HE 6ET5 TO WORK DOlNtSSOME- 

CORRAL FENCES, ANO ANf LITTLE OPP TH NQ THAT NEEDS 
FJXINfi ANP THEN HE REAPS OR TRIES TO LEARN ABOUT THE 
SO L aVd CATt1"e, so HE CAN SET THE BEST RES"1-TS jl' 
PROPER CARE. BELIEVE ME, PARDS. THE OWNERS OF THE 
RANCHES APPRECIATE COWHANHS WHO ARE WILLlNS TO 
WORK AMD LEARN AND MAKE THEMSELVES USEFUL. SO 
KE°P UP THE HMbTjDEA.W PAV OFF LATER ON 

SAV, SOME OF VOU HAVE TEACHERS WHO HAVE BEEN 
WRITINrtb ME RECENTLY AND THEV TELL ME HOW SOME 
OF VOU REACT TO THEIR TEACHINSS, AND I'M PROUD TO SAV 
MOST OF THE REPORTS ARE REAL GOOD. VOU KNOW, BLACK 
TACK IS A PRETTY SMART HORSE AND HE OBEVS A COMMAND 
WHEN I SIVE IT TO HiCl BECAUSE HE KNOWS THAT I WILL 
TFl J HIM TO DO ONLV SOMETHING WHICH I KNOW IS RI&HT, 
AND Vim S THE SAmI witH YOUR TEACHER, TOO. WHEN SHE 
QIVE5 VOU AN ASSIiSNMENT SHE KNOWS IT l5 TO FURTHER 
VOUR KNOWLEDSE, AND THAT SOUNDS LIKE SOOD SENSE TO 
ME. VOU BETCHA .' 

VEARS AGO OUT WEST HERE, THE SETTLERS HAD TO 
TFACH THEMSELVES, AND WHEN SCHOOLS WERE BUILT THE 
?NE ROOM SUltitNGS WERE COLD. LOS-CABIN TYPE WHICH 
WFHF NFVER ABLE TO KEEP OUT THE HOWLING WINTER WINO^ 
MAKING " haSd FOR THE STUDENTS TO WRITE BKAU5E THEIR 
MTTLE FINGERS WERE NUWB FROM THE COLD. BUT THE OLD 
yisT'eROUSHT STrTH SOME MIGHTY I^JTELUGE^ HOMBRES 
DESPITE THE HARDSHIPS. SO BE A FRONTIERSK^AN AND STICK 
TO THE ASSIGNMENTS . 



WELL, BLACK JACK AND I'LL BE ""BUN' ALONG, SO 
SMOOTH RlblNS TILL WE MEET ASAIN IN OUR NEXT ISSUE. 



> BLACK. JACK \J 



P.S.OUE LAT£3T MCWlE APVENTUP^efi 
^ . NOW eHOWINS ON YOUR LOCAL 
— -'screens ARE"T>tE WYOMING BAWDIT" 
AMP "NAVAJO TWAIL- RAIPERS." 
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iOO Sii/rt £AtJ SIS, AiSOOOUS 
BfcycieS AMD MANY OTMtJt 

■IHltJQS, JU&T MAIL COaPOl/ 
TO STARTt Z/A'g / O/O 




AHb 515 MAILS 
WfHE COilPO*/ 
AT TH£ BOTTOM 
Of THIS PA<iS 




'look, bud - wusoAf SHUT mne 

CLQfElilN£ BKANti SAlVt ANO 

£V£ffyTt/i/>/6 . I didn't have 

TO seNO A P£Af*/y f^OW I'll 6£T 
MV WdliTW^ CH 



TflANKS, SIS .rmsih a. wonDEHfuL 
' ~" PUTUAe THAT VOU'fi£ 

G/V/A/O MB W/T(^ 

WIS fwe sAive 



iES! 6lVlhJ6 THi 
PUTOKis Mnpg 
FVM TO 
, .S£LL All I 
is )lt££D foet 
f m WATCH 



IT Si/Re IS — 

I'M GoitJi TO or 

A BIKE NEXT 



VALUABLE / I \ / I ~ i < 
PREMIUMS W L U Ll 
BOYS GIRLS MEN LADIES 





OKMUINK .23 CAI_ mPLU, 1000 Shot Daia; Air RIAai (wltll 
of ihot), Camarsa, rootballi, TaleMopca, compleU FfihlnK 
Kiu. Uavie MaehinM Uent poctaM raid). Slnp^ttlM 
beauurul pleturM with White eEoVHlHI BrmdMLVK 
oMd for chaps and mild bum* and auiiy aold to trimda. 
nalghlxira, ralstivai at 26c a box <with picture) and remit 
smoant aaked ander Premium ahoini in catalog aant with 
row order poatagep^brui to Btart. Hail eonpoii below. 

Watchet,Poek«t Watchea, BlankeU, Alarm cEcka, Alu- 
minum Ware, Bible^ Pen A Pendl aata (>«nt poatan paid). 
"»<«rPr«mtumBorC«ahCoDU)iiaaion«. BiscstaloEr-'- 
lan* ether penoftalandhomaboldpmniumi. 8od< 
delay getting what jrou want, mail ooufok m 



Boxea (*ent poatan paid). Eaay Jun to « 
"""""■""ow. w» — J— ^ 



Lit pietu 
WtHau 



MAIL THIS COUPON 
SEND NO MONEY NOW 
WE TRUST YOU 




WmUdHflT DAISY'S FAMOUS^ 
Sfi^iiii 800 SHOT 

LiccKseo er st£phcm sLfsmecH. #, r. 

COWBWCARBIME 



Get a Bweet-ahootin' RED RYDER COWBOY CAR- 
BINE now and get in on the fun! This famoua, Daisy 
800 shot repeater looks, feels, handles like a real west- 
ern cowboy saddle gun! Carbine Ring has Leather 
Saddle Thong attached. Red Ryder's name, horse, 
branded on stock. Ask Dad NOW to buy i' 
from your DaiBV dealer! Promise Dad you'll fol- 
low Daisy's Safety Shooting Rules — just as 
niUioQS of boys have since 18681 



^ $495 



Mlhwm 
Rochits.Wnl. , 



Ike 



No. 311-DAISY B-B GUN 'n SCOPE TARGET 



No. 25— DAISY PUMP GUN 



I engraved Jacket. 
iNa. XOO— DAISY SINGLE SHOT 



lid. No Ca- 



Mflilct_ ^ _ 

prepaid your big free, copyrighted t 

MAS REMINDER KIT— to reach youabout Dcc. 
1. Kit should help "aell" your parents on 
^Z^"^ getting the Daisy you want for ChriatmaB- 
aBithaaalreadyhelpedTHOUSANDa. Hurry! 




et. 




No. 110 ^ 



MAIL COUPON NOW! 



DAISY MANUFACTURING COMPANY 

1299 UNION ST., PLYMOUTH, MICHtOAN, U. 5. A. 

I enclose unused 3c stamp to help c 



Complete 

with Silvery - _ . 

Chrome - Only M.95 

Plated Targeteer Pistol, plastic ShootinK Gal- 
lery, 7 Spinner TargeU, 2 cana "tiny ♦B-B" ahoL 
If dealer hssn't it, send $5 to Daisy, Dept. T-10, 
we'llship set pre paid. Sorry.no Canadian orders. 

Bull'i Eye Shot in .^fiw B-B Paks* Hn B«t For ^ 



St. & Na.^ 
City 




mSi GUNS 

I ■ D«S> M«NUFACTUJ)ING CO., DepL 1299, Union St, PlimMith, Michigan, U.S.A, 



